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" Those little white plumes, and right at the back,
under that great tree, those roses on a Louis
Quatorze straw hat. They are eating, drinking
and making love, and to this man they are nothing
but covers 1 They have instincts and desires, even
thoughts perhaps, and they are covers I What
strength of mind and of language 1 This knight
of the appetite is a great man."

"We have had a very pleasant dinner," said
Monsieur Mazure, rising. "This restaurant is
frequented by the very smartest people."

" Their smartness," replied Monsieur Bergeret,
"was possibly not of the highest category. But
some of them, certainly, were graceful and charming
enough. I must confess, however, that it gives me
less pleasure to contemplate these fashionable folk
since a vile conspiracy has aroused the sickly
fanaticism and thoughtless cruelty of their poor
little brains. The Affair has revealed the moral
sickness with which our fashionable society is
afflicted, just as the vaccine of Koch discovers the
lesions of tuberculosis in an infected organism.
Fortunately the depths of the human ocean lie
beneath this gilded scum* But when will my
country be delivered from ignorance and hatred ? "